322	THE FOUNTAIN	T
and, leaning over her husband's chair, placed her hands on
his shoulders. She looked over his head towards Lewis and
exclaimed: "So you have met, then!'* and waited.
"In a sense, we have known each other a long time/*
Narwitz answered as though he had power to look into
Lewis's mind.
She would not take the chair she was offered, but curled
herself on the grass, plucking little shreds of green and
scattering them idly on her white dress.
'It's good to see you again," she said to Lewis. "You
have deserted us. I didn't dare to come to you. I thought
that when you were working	" The bantering untruth
would not be completed, and though Lewis covered her
hesitation with the first nonsense to enter his head they
could not be at ease. Nanvitz, whose habit was to speak
his thought without ceremony, broke in upon them.
"Do you know, Julie, that he and I have not spoken a
word of the war?"
"A good subject to avoid."
"I don't think so. Neither of us deliberately avoided it.
It was by chance we talked of other things. But we shall
talk of it, and must, unless we are to shut away a great
part of our minds from each other, like polite old ladies
at a party."
"If we talk of it," Lewis said, "for heaven's sake let it
not be with 'tolerance'. What we think, we say."
But Julie was nervous of the subject and led them away
from it. What she wanted to say to Lewis she did not
know; chance and mood would decide that as they decided
so much for her; but she wished to be alone with him, and
to find herself now within reach of his hand but divided
from him was to her an intolerable penance. It drove her,
in an attempt to cloak her feelings, to conversation of a
kind that she might have held among strangers. She was
already in a highly nervous condition. An hour ago she
had gone upstairs, rung for servants and given orders that
Rupert's bed was to be moved out of his westward room
into her own great bedchamber in the tower. Standing
by her dressing-table she had watched the alteration made,

